WORK IN THE GREAT STATE

I cannot imagine a poet selling his epics in the Great
State; I can only see amateur poets, whose Muses
shall visit them the more frequently because they
are engaged in the useful work of the world, I
cannot conceive in the Great State would-be pro-
fessional painters ruined by drink and the devil
while waiting for rich parvenus to appreciate their
Venuses; I can only see healthy creatures painting
because they needs must, and painting what they
want to paint. As for the great army of writers,
journalists, ministers of religion of all denomina-
tions, dancers, philosophers, lecturers, and others
who now escape from legitimate labour, and from
their honest share of what needs to be done that we
all. may live, sometimes escaping because they are
clever, sometimes because they are merely artful, and
sometimes, Heaven knows how, when they are
neither clever nor artful, there will be no room for
them as professionals in the Great State. They may
write for such as will read; they may mime for such as
will look; they may lecture for such as will hear; they
may preach to such congregations as their gifts
may command; but they will do so as amateurs,
and their labour of love will find its reward in that
self-respect and public honour which are amongst
the chief rewards possible for man.

Thus I picture an amateur life of individual work
and recreation embroidered upon the main social fabric
formed by exertion in professional work.

The amateur side of life in the Great State will
105